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Chorebus fell before the altar dead

Of armed Pallas; and Rhipeus eke,

The justest man among the Troians all,

And he that best observed equity.

But otherwise it pleased now the gods.

There Hypanis, and Dymas, both were slain,

Through pierced with the weapons of their feres.

Nor thee, Panthus, when thou wast overthrown,

Pity, nor zeal of good devotion,

Nor habit yet of Phoebus hid from scathe.

Ye Troyan ashes, and last flames of mine,
I call in witness* that at your last fall
I fled no stroke of any Greekish sword,
And if the fates would I had fallen in fight,
That with my hand I did deserve it well.

With this from thence I was recoiled back
With Iphytus and Pelias alone:
Iphytus weak, and feeble all for age,
Pelias lamed by Ulysses* hand.
To Priam's palace cry did call us then.
Here was the fight right hideous to behold,
As though there had no battle been but there,
Or slaughter made elsewhere throughout the town*
A fight of rage and fury there we saw.
The Greeks toward the palace rushed fast,
And, cover'd with engines, the gates beset,
And reared up ladders against the walls;
Under the windows scaling by their steps,
Fenced with shields in their left hands, whereon
They did receive the darts, while their right hand*
Griped for hold the embattle of the wall.
The Troyans on the other part rend down
The turrets high and eke the palace roof;
With such weapons they shope them to defend,
Seeing all lost, now at the point of death.
The gilt spars and the beams then threw they down,
Of old fathers the proud and royal works.
And with drawn swords some did beset the gates,
Which they did watch, and keep in routs full thick.
Our sprites restored to rescue the king's house,
To help them, and to give the vanquish! strength.

A postern with a blind wicket there was,
A common trade to pass through Priam's house,
On the back side whereof waste houses stood:
Which way eftsithes, while that our kingdom dured,
The infortunatc Andromache alone